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catalogue of whose features, as item a Koman nose, item a pair
of black eyes, etc., gives you the entire contents of their faces.
^         There is no difference of opinion about the looks

oiiecte^0" of such people. All the world is agreed either
Nov. 1854 jbo that they are pretty or ugly. So it is with Ber-
Marchl855. ^ Every one tells you it is an uninterest-
ing modern city, with broad, monotonous streets ; and when
you see it, you cannot for the life of you get up an emotion
of surprise, or make a remark about the place which you
have not heard before.

The day after our arrival was Sunday, 6th November: the
sun shone brightly, and we went to walk in the Linden, elbow-
ing our way among the promeneurs endimanches, who looked
remarkably smart and handsome after the Thuringians. We
had not gone far when we met a nice-looking old gentleman,
with an order round his neck, and a gold-headed cane in
his hand, who exclaimed, on seeing G., " Ist's moglich ? " and
then bade him heartily welcome. I saw at once it was the
Yarnhagen of whom I had heard so often. His niece, arrayed
in smiles and a pink bonnet, was with him.

For the first six weeks, when the weather permitted, we
took long walks in the Thiergarten, where the straight and
uniform avenues of insignificant trees Qontrasted very dis-
advantageously with the charming variety of our beloved
park at Weimar. Still we now and then noticed a beautiful
wintry effect, especially in the part most remote from the
town, where the trees are finer and the arrangements more
varied. One walk, which skirted the Thiergarten on the right-
hand side coming from the town, we were particularly fond of,
because it gave us on one side an open view, with water and a
boat or two, which, touched by the magic of sunshine, was
pleasant to see. At Berlin it was " a day of small things "
with regard to the beautiful, and we made much of little.

Our little circle of acquaintances was very agreeable ancl
varied. Varnhagen was a real treasure to G., for his library
supplied all the deficiencies of the public one, where to ask
for books was generally like "sinking buckets into empty
wells." He is a man of real culture, kindliness, and polish
(Germanly speaking); and he has besides that thorough lib-
eralism, social, religious, and political, which sets the mind
at ease in conversation, and delivers it from the fear of run-
ning against some prejudice, or coming suddenly on the sunk
fence of some miserable limitation. The first moruing he
called on us he talked of his terrible disappointment iu Car-f just three months, we turned our backs on it "to seek fresh
